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WALK WITH YOU.’
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said. The play was over.

The spring and early summer wore away. 
Ooi letter came from Darrel—a letter such 
as he might have sent to any chance 
acquaintance, full of hints of gay doings 
here and there—nothing more. One little 
note Vesey "wrote to bis mother to say she 
could not make the promised visit. Darrel 
had said nothing in his letter of coming tor 
her. “And tell Darrel”—at the close of her 
note—“that I am saving any amount of 
gossip against writing him some day.” But 
the “some day” never came. Absence, 
like a strong light, brings out hidden de
fects, and Vesey knew now that he was a 
man selfish and vain, who had played with 
her heart. He bad held it in bis hand, 
weighed and measured it and her, and had 
cast both aside as worthless,. She thought 
of it with burning cheeks.
‘ With another winter came the Winslows. 

If she had dreaded it, if she had feared for 
hersclL would it have been strange t But 
the spell was broken. Looking hack, she 
wondered. .

Outwardly the old intimacy was resumed. 
Darrel came and went as be had come and 
gone the year before. But to Vesey it was 
only a shell—a hollow, heartless thing, that 
never had been friendship, and coifld never 
now be love. Paul, plodding along day 
after day in the round of his duties, saw, as 
though a great way off, Vesey and Darrel 
flying up and down the icy streets to the 
tinkle of silver bells.

One night Vesey, glowing in crimson, 
with white chrysanthemums in her hair, 
passed through the haM. The outer door 
was wide open. Paul stood outside. The 
wind, raw and wet with the breath of the 
ep, caught at her hair—at the silken ruffles 
i her dress.
“Oh, isityouh But you are coming in!” 
She little knew how the.words tempted 

him, how the vision tempted him, as she 
paused with clasped hands under the 'gas
light, and with the warm bright room be
yond.

I can not; I am waiting for your father. 
There "is a family at the lower end of the 
the town starv—”

The words choked him. “Thank yon, not 
to-night,” he said. He had longed to meet 
her again, like this—alone, and face to face. 
Jiut her light manner, her dainty dr$ss, an
gered him to-night. He had come from‘such 

different scene. Only a woman of the 
world, after all, he thought. And yet bo 
sweet, so bitterly sweet, he owned, when he 
had turned away and plunged into the cold 
aud darkness. Darrel was waiting for her 
in the drawingroom. ..

“You’re like a poem to-night, in all that 
ruby red—like an Eastern song.”

“ Thank yon,” Vesey said, dreamily.
“ I couldn't imagine you in gray,” he went 

on, half to himself, “or in anything somber, 
or worn, or poor.” He had begun to study 
the girl in earnest nsw. “Yes, you are made 
for the rarest and best, Vesey; to shiue in 
satin and diamonds.”

“ Is that all,” she asked, wistfully.
“ All 1 Is that not enough"? It would sat

isfy most, women! ”
But to-night it did not satisfy her.
Down at the beginning of thdBong street 

was a black, iow-browea bouse, like many 
others here* with a shop in the lower story, 
or, more properly, two, since one window 
was occupied by a watchmaker, and the 
other displayed pins, needles, spools 
of cotton and such small wares. 
Above were two or three rooms with 
slanting sides, where a deformed girl, a piti
ful looking sight to look at—.lived with her 
mother, earning enough by sewing to put 
bread into their mouths and scanty clotlung 
upon their backs—no more. Vesey em
ployed them; from pity, mostly, since her 
work could have been better done else
where. She stepped out of the sleigif here 
at dnsk one night and ran up the stairs, a 
roll of work in her hands. She had to wait 
a moment, so she sat and talked with the 
girl, who was young like herself, and yet 
not like herself at all. It made her happier 
in the happy lot that had sometimes wearied 
her. It mode her thankful for her strong 
young life, which she had never named 
among her blessings, and it shot a gleam of 
pleasure through the. girl’s dark days.

It was a poor room with paper torn and 
soiled, of many patterns, upon the walls, 
with the bare boards of the floor yawning, 
rising and falling uneasily; with the dim 
light struggling tlirongh uncertain windows 
that peered from under the eaves like eyes 
from overhanging broths. A low voice in a 
continnons murmur fell upon Vesey’s ear.' 
It seemed to come from the next room. 

“What is that? ”
“That ’m?” The girl’s pale face grew 

bright. “It’s the minister, air. Hayes. He 
comes and prays with mother, now she’s 
sick.”

The voice ceased. She heard his steps 
upon the stairs. It was bnt a qpcond—he 
could nA have reached the street, when a 
shriek came from the room he had left. 
The girl sat like one paralyzed. Vesey 
threw open the door. A swift line of light 
ran all _ adown the bed. I t - hurst into a 
flame, in the midst of which the sick 
woman struggled. The overturned candle 
at her head told the storey. It was an in* 
stinct—there was no time for thought— 
which made Vesey drag the square of car
pet from the floor and ]#ess it down upon, 
the flames. They shot out into her face. 
They seemed to catch away her breath. 
They licked her arm. They strove and

each other a Uletime—she and Panl; as if 
they oonld never he strangers to each other 
again.

She held oat her hand. It was the one 
he had bound np. Ho took it tenderly in 
both of his own.. “The brave, strong band.”' 
he said, bending over it in the darkness— 
“the hand that saved a life to-night.”

There was to'be a bazar to raise money 
for the poor. It openhd the next evening. 
The winter had been hqrd and cruel, aud 
charity, somewhat exhausted, needed 
spur. •

Vesey had promised to tend a booth.
“You nuist not think of going,” her father 

exclaimed. Darrel, too, who foresaw a 
quiet hour with her alone, if she remained 
at home. He had something to te[l—some
thing to ask for, and a ring to give. Alas 
for him! He had kept his words too long. 
A year ago they would have been manna to 
her heart.

“But lam quite well,” 6he pleaded, “ex 
cept my hand, and that has ceased to pain 
me.” 'Indeed, her face was radiant.

So she dressed herself with quaint sim
plicity in something soft and gray that 
wrapped her like a cloud, with only the 
braids of her heavy hair for ornament— 
only her shining eyes for gems. Then she 

.went and took her place.
The evening was half over. Darrel had 

been her shadow. She was tired; tired of 
bis eyes that followed her whichever way 
she turned; tired of [d* flattering -words; 
tired of him. He moved away at last. 
Then, and not till then, slfe saw Paul. He 
came straight to her.

“Are you well enough to be here t” he 
asked, without a wufld of greeting, as 
though they ■ had not parted. You fright
ened me with your white face just now.”

“I was tired. I wanted to go home.”
• “Will you go now?” he asked quickly. 
“Are you strong enough to walk ?”

“Oh, yes.” s
“Then come.”
It was strangely pleasant to be bidden; 

to follow meekly.
They had reached the stairs descending 

to the street when they met Darrel Wins
low.

♦‘Vesey, where are you going?"’ He 
scowled and nodded at Paul.

“Home.”
“But it is beginning to rain, and yon have 

no cloak. Oo bark and I’U.get the carriage.” 
He laid his hand upon tte wrap over Paul’s 
arm. Paul looked Vesey. * What did he 
read in her face ?

Let Miss Welles decide,”, he said, in a 
hard, strange voice. He was tryiqg to be 
calm, to keep his hands from this man who 
had suddenly come between them. He 
turned to Vesey again. His face was very 
pale; his eyes were full of pleading. “Think 
a moment. Will you ride with him, or walk 
with me? ”

She did not speak; she only smiled and 
laid her hand within his arm.

He would have been more than human to 
have kept back the triumph in his eyes.

Darrel started; then wheeled and left 
them. ,

But think a moment.” Paul's voice
grew more gentle now. “ It will be a long, 
long road—a road that‘has no turn.”

But still she smiled. •
“ A rough way, perhaps, and your feet 

are tender.”
“I will walk with yon,” she said.

Poetesses of New Orleans.
We copy the following from the Houston 

Timet of the twelfth instant, written by its 
special correspondent at the New Orleans 
office of that journal:

I was absent-minded, and tbe consequence 
will be that I will have to rely upon mem
ory. When I ipft my home in the Fourth 
District this morning, I intended to take 
along some poetical writings upon which I 
wished to comment, but on my reaching my 
office I made the unpleasant discovery that 
I had forgotten to carry my intention into 
effect. No matter. “Which I. wish to re
mark” can be done just as well without 
books and newspaper waifs encumbering 
my desk.

We of tbe South, amon^ other faults, 
have a peculiar weakness for admiring what 
elsewhere could not pass for more than 
mediocrity. We" are wont to bestow our 
praise in the superlative. In our apprecia
tion we are lavish, and still it so frequently 
occurs that what is really meritorious fail's 
to be appreciated. We ‘know -our faults, 
but spurn the idea of having them made 
known. Still, we are, in the main,, a candid 
people, though occasionally averse to hear
ing the truth. This aversion—and right 
here I am almost tempted to speak in the 
superlative myself—is a leading tfait in the 
character of a certain class of our people. 
I speak of those sickly sentimental females 
who, owing to the peculiar wenlniess alluded 
to, take a particular pride in considering 
themselves writers of distinction, poets of 
the purest water. .. •

In. rqality, their station is, and :n most 
cases will remain, obscurity. But the 
Egyptian darkness whifch surrounds them 
in their struggle for an unattainable fume 
is made endurable to them. They appear 
to be contented with their lot, for are they 
not distinguished authors who exercise so 
great an influence by their effusions, which 
bear tbe imprint of genius 1 * Their friends 
say 6q: their friends kneel reverently at 
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Toths play-ground af a f  childhood,.
To the old forsaken Bill.
Forty years the hornets bniMed 
High among tbs wood-brown eaves;
Forty wrings the blue birds carolled 
’Meath the tasseled willow trees.

And the star flower and foe wild zoae . 
Bldbmed in bea'ity everywhere,
And with soft breath breathed iheir fragrance 
Out into the summer air.

In the swamp the violets clustered.
Large and blue as angels’ eyes,
And the hill-top crowned with daisies 
Beared its proud head toward the skies.

' Oh! this my home, and this my play-gronnd, 
In those happy days gone by,
These mv bnikes, and these my boshes.
This uiy'air and this my sky.

'Bnt these years have brought their changes, 
Robbed the « ildwood ot its bloom.
And the old mill, worn and shattered,
Finds a forest for its tomb.

Every rear the roof grows feebler.
Bonds it towaid the wiudiug stream;
Mosses gather on the sliingh-g,
Ivies clamber round the beams.

Now the wheel is stilled forever,
Its tired pulse bus ceased ils throbbing,
And the brook that wiudeth by it 
Has changed its singing unto sobbing.

Every year the roof sinks lower;
Soon tiie worn-out frame shall fall, ,
Aud the growing pines will sadly 
Cost their shadows over all.

Thus, witli every human creature,
We may flourish, then decay; 
lieath-distorteth every feature 
Which life made beautiful aud gay.

The silent,

fought, and well nigli overcame—all in an 
instant, that seemed hours to the girl, who 
threw herself upon tbe bed, smother
ing the flames with her own weight."

They were conquered at last. T 
breal bless struggle was over.

“If some one would only bring a light— 
oh dear! what shall I do I Don’t,” to tho 
doomed girl who shrieked and called upon 
her mother. Vesey had not heard the 
strong step springing Bp the stairs—the 
opening of the door. Some one stood In
side her in a moment, lamp in hand. It was 
Paul.

“Is slie dead ?” gasped Vesey, shrinking 
from the bed.

He threw back thy scorched blanket that 
hid tbe motionless form. “No, not deqd, 
but I think she has fainted. Or the flames— 
I must go tor a'doctor. Stay here, if you 
are not afraid. Oh, hush! hush!” to the 
frightened girl; “it is nothing, I hope. Get 
some water for the lady, and sprinkle her 
face,” he.said to Vefle.v. Then he was gone.

She did as he had told her—waiting, 
watching the blackened mass she dared not 
touch. It was frightful* with the still, 
white face shining out of the darkness. 
Was it death 1 No; there was a faint quiv
ering of the eyelids—that faint sign of 
returning consciousness—a feeble moan. 
Then Paul came. Oh! the rush of joy, of 
blinding tears, of sudden faintness, that 
overpowered ’ her when she heard his step. 
The grim-faced doctor behind him walked 
straight to the bed.

“There are no deep burns, I think,” he 
said at length. “The bhinket saved her. 
•The shock has done;more than the fire. A 
sponge; ah, they will do! Now some water 
and some linen rags.” There were none. 
Vesey quietly held out her dainty handker
chief. “Hum. he said, and tore bis own 
into strips.

“And now, you 1” He turned to Vesey.
“I have no burns.” Indeed, she felt no 

pain. The doctor raised her hand and held 
it out to Paul. The sleeve was cut away 
from her wrist, as by a jagged knife with a 
blackened edge. The flesh was like a flame. 
Paul’s teeth shut tight and quick together. 
Something sprang into his eyes, not tears 
alone.

Then Vesey began to tremble, and, con
scious at last of the cruel pain that bit and 
tore her hand, she Bobbed like n hurt child.

"Don’t mind,” she tried to sny. “Do not 
look at me. IPs only—only—” The sobs 
swept her words away.

Paul bathed her hai
afterward how tenderer Item fc any wbfeU’e

their shrine, and have only exalted praise 
for them. All.! within the charmed circle 
of the mutual admiration societies approval, 
admiration, praise and worship are let mots 
(Tordre. Woe to him who should dare to 
raise his voice in opposition to the estab
lished rules and regulations which govern 
these admirable admiration societies, where 
everything is based upon mutuality. 
Southland writers! Southern poets! Hol
low titles! We have no .Southern lit
erature. If we had, how could it 
be possible that females of the stamp I 
have mentioned oould dare to claim distinc
tion? They are unendurable nuisances— 
weeds which encumber the growth of litera
ture in the South. Full of vanity, as they 
are, they will not cease inflicting their silly 
trash upon the public. They will persevere 
in their injurious efforts to intrude upon the 
premises of legitimate literature. Take up, 
for instance, the Sunday editions of either 
one of the two large conservative papers of 
New Orleans, and read the pretentions ef- 
Tusions of the “Author of Albert Hastings;” 
the sickly verses of a sentimental woman, 
who glories in the nom de plume of 
“Zephyr;” the school girl’s compositions by 
an ex-school teacher, who calls herself 
“ Beverley;” the silly rhymes of a half 
grown girl, who signs herself .“Mattie;” the 
“ poems” by Nellie, and the productions of 
a score more—and I will bet my bottom 
dollar that you will feel like—doing some
thing.

These are harsh words, harshly spoken, 
and not a few of the celebrated writers 
whom I thus bring to tbe notice of the 
P?ood people df Texas, will feei like pulling 
my hair.

In my estimation, there are only two 
poetesses contributing to the New Orleans

fortunately compelled to lie silent for sev
eral weeks; and Mrs. Townsend (Xariffa), 
who enjoys a well earned reputation I 
have also to make my bow before Miss 
Mollie E. Moore, whom I consider an ac
complished writer of exquisite poetry. 
Texas may well feel proud of this, her dis
tinguished daughter. _______

A letter from Rome says: “I hear from a 
friend ih Florence that Von Bulow, who 
has been giving concerts and lessons in 
that city the two last winters, is in great 
demand, as is most natural he should be, 
for he is one of the greatest living execu
tant and orchestral leaders in tbe world. 
The-opera houses of St. Petersburg and 
Vienna, as well as La Scala, of Milan, have 
been offered him; but he is most likely, 
after all, to go to America,, and I congratu
late you. Three propositions from America 
are being made to him—one from the Stein- 
vays, one from Schubert, the music pub
lisher, and a third from Strakoaeb.”

A law student was reading Kent very as
siduously and used a bookmark to indicate 

how for he advanced. His fellow
changed
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THE TRICKS ( #  A SPY.
Adventures of ao Army Detective.

[From the Cincinnati Commercial.]
Nuts—The following story being a ’rue one, we 

hare been compelled to give fictitious names of 
the persons, especial y as all the parties, so tor as 
we know, are still liripg. aud some of them in this 
city. The occurrences took place during the late 
war.

I sat in the office of Dr. Munson, chatting 
of tlifhgs in general. Finally the conversa
tion changed, aud the late war was.talked 
of, culled out by a picture of Sheridan’s" ride, 
that hung over the mantel. .

“I believe! never told you how I figured 
as a d tective during the war?” said the 
doctor.

“No."
“Well, I will tell you of one instance that 

happened in this city, and if you choosy 
you can write it out for publication. The 
papers only got an inkliDg of it at that 
time.”

“Very well; spin your story.”
We give the doctor’s story as near as we 

can recollect it:
' 1 was, at the time of which I speak, sta

tioned in Cincinnati; I liejd a captain’s com
mission, being'in the adjutant general’s 
department. Previously, while in Wash
ington city, I had beconft well acquainted 
with Secretary Stanton. One day 1 re
ceived a letter from him asking ine to em
ploy half a dozen detectives, and set them 
to Work hunting up' deserters, and to per
form such other duties as mi£ht from time 
to time be required of them. 1 employed 
several of our best known Officers and put 
them to work. We sent several renegades 
hack to their regiments, but had dune noth
ing of importance. One day 1 received a 
dispatch from Stanton to keep a look oqt 
for a Mrs. Longmead, living, when at home, 
some miles north of Cincinnati, but in an 
adjoining county. The secretary said he 
had it. on good* authority that Mrs. L«mg- 
me;yl was carrying dispatches from the 
enemy. Without giving the detectives a 
hint of the news I had heard, I told them to 
notify me of any fresh arrival of- ladies at 
the hotels.

I knew Mrs. Longmead very well, as she 
atemled the same tollege with me at Ox
ford some years before.

A detective notified hie that there was a 
strange lady stopping at‘the Broadway. He 
gave a description ot her and I l'clt sure it 
was Mrs. Longmead, altbongh I told him ho 
was mistaken. I then 6ent for another detec
tive, whom I had selected for the purpose, 
and told him to take board, at the Broad
way and watch the movements of a certain 
lady dressed in black.

A few days after this occurrence another 
detective came and reported that two ladies 
had arrived from the country in a hack, 
had taken passage in the steamer Glendale, 
bound South. Furthermore, that they had 
an extra amount of baggage. The Captain 
was notified that his boat must not leave 
without orders.

The following morning two officers were 
sent to tho boat with orders' to converse 
with the suspicious ladies, and if they re
fused to allow their baggage to be searched 
to bring them up to the office under arrest. 
An hour afterward tbe officers came to the 
office with the ladies and two very large 
trunks. 1, of course, affected ignorance and 
inquired the cause of the trouble. They 
told a very plaintivb story. Then I in
quired of the officer what it all meant, and 
he said they had opium' in their trunks. 
“Only enough for family use,” retorted the 
younger of the holies. I examined the 
trunks and found fifteen pounds * of opium 
and a lajge amount of quinine. When the 
ladies entered tbe office, I recognized them 
as being the mother and sisters of Mrs. 
Longmead, although I did not make myself- 
known, seeing that they did not recognise 
me. Mrs. Schuyler and daughter ‘were in 
trouble at the idea of being caught with 
contrabands of war in their possession. - I 
told them they must consider themselves 
under arrest, and as we had no military 
prison suitable for the incarceration of 
ladies, they must choose a hotel, where they 
would be kept in arpom under guard. They 
made choice of the Burnet House, ana 
thither they were Conveyed in a back.

As I was'assisting Miss Schulyey into, the 
hack, and defending her skirts from contact 
with the wheel of the vehicle, I became 
aware that her dresses were unusually 
weighty; however, I said nothing then, but 
when we reached the Burnet House, I told 
the young lady she must retire and take off 
an undergarment which I bamod. ' She 
feigned indignity at ray rudeness, but I told 
her none was intended, but the skirt I must 
have. After many tearful protestations and 
assurances that I had already taken every
thing she had that was contraband of war, 
she finally retired to her room and brought 
me the skirt—and such a one it was. On 
êxamination, I found that it contained 
nearly f 1000 worth of quinine. As I learned 
afterward; two of them bail lieen three 
months in quilting the quinine into the gar
ment.

On the morning following tjiat on which 
I made the arrest, I entered my office a little 
late, and, as I expected, found Mrs. Long- 
mead, sister to one prisoner and daughter of 
the otner. I did not seem to recognize her, 
but took a seat and inquired if there was 
anything I could do to promote her welfare.

“Yes, sir; I have called to get a pass to so 
to Nashville.” 5

“Yen do not need a pass, madam. Our 
troops bold every point between this and 
Nashville.”

“I know, .but I would feel safer with a 
pass.”

“I can not give' vou one, but if there is 
any trouble ynu can get one at Louisville.” 

“But I understand that you are arresting 
ladies right here in Cincinnati.”

“Yes, we did arrest your mother and sister 
yesterday, Mrs. Longmead.”

The eftect was instantaneous. She sprang 
to her feet with all the fury and malignity of 
the tiger in her byes.

“How dare you, sir, address me as Mrs. 
Longmead ? I don’t kuow you,-sir.”

“Ah, perhaps you remember one certain 
Jack Munson, at Oxford, some years ago.”,

“I have not the iaintest idea of who yon 
are. You are laboring under a mistake, for 
my name is not Longmead.”

“I know yon did not register at the Broad
way under that name, but nevertheless 
your real name is Mrs. Longmead.”

“At the Broadway! When did I arrive 
there?”

me?”

i Thursday last.”
ind what do yon propose doing with

"I shall be compelled to place yon under 
guard; so give me the.keys of your trunk, 
and I will nave your baggage searched andthen sent to yon.” .

Mrs. Longmead acknowledged tfeat she
caught,

House,
requested to lie i

younger 
sweetheart, i
Artfully wrap a man aroupa Mr ( h u  m
Mrs. Longmead did General ------ . The
result was that these three female spies 
went soot free. It was during these con
versations that Mrs. Longmead confessed 
to me the part she had tsjun.

When the war began ane went tp Canada, 
and there, by some means obtained papers 
certifying that die was n British subject. 
She .t hen want to Washington and obtained 
the signature of the British minister, and 
then to Mr. Stanton, and, on the strength 
of her paper,' obtained a pass through the 
Union lines to Richmond. After transact
ing her business, she came west, and ap
proaching the Union fine on tbe head waters 
of Big Sandy, was hdlted and conveyed to 
tbe headquarters of a distinguished Indiana 
General. Slip rode in a carriage, and had 
quite a retinue ‘of servants,- representing 
herself to be an English woman suffering 
from rheumatism. The General command
ing, hoping to bluff her, proposed to send 
her to the Surgeon General of the de
partment for examination. Nothing daunt
ed, she thanked him, and requested that she 
be sent immediately. The surgeon had her 
carried up to hjs office, she affecting much 
pain. She removed her shoes and stock
ings. Her feet and ankles were much 
swollen (not from rheumatism,, but from 
walking). The learned surgeon took up his 
stethei cope and placed it to her heart. She 
was more than a match for him here, for 
she was the only person I had ever met 
who could cause ner own heart to palpitate 
when she chose. The doctor listened but a 
moment, threw down the instrument, and 
begged her pardon for doubting bcryeracity. 
She was carried, back to her carriage, and 
given a pass and sent northward rejoiciug.

At another time she had some dispatches 
to send southward. There was a regiment 
of soldiers going up the Kentucky Central 
railroad that day. Dressed as an'Irish ser
vant girl (and suq could assume tbe charac
ter to perfection), she succeeded jn getting 
one of the soldiers to pass her on the train 
as his wife. After the train. had started, 
the authorities at Cincinnati learned that 
she had gone, and, suspecting her errand, 
telegraphed to Lexington, giving a descrip
tion of the wnpiau, and ordering her arrest, 
but, by gome ' uietus, no action was taken 
until the next morning, lu the meantime 
the train had arrived at Lexington. Mrs. 
Longmead walked two miles into the coun
try, borrowed a horse, rode twelve miles 
further, and meeting a man i>n the road 
whom she knew, gave him her dispatches, 
and told him to deliver them at a certain 
rebel general’s headquarters. 8he then 
rode back to where the horse had been bor
rowed, qnd afterward rode to Lexington, 
and, unmolested, took the afternoon train 
for Covington. The authorities, learning 
that she had gone to the country on her ar
rival at Lexington, were in hot pursuit. 
When they got into Lexington she was far 
on her way. A dispatch wap forwarded to 
a prominent Covington detective to arrest 
her by all means on her arrival in that city. 
Some friendly station operator placed a copy 
of this dispatch in her hands. She was then 
in a great strait. However, she did not de
spair. Seeing Leslie Coombs, wife and 
daughter, sitting a few seats ahead of her 
in the coach, she sat down near them, and 
soon drew the ladies into conversation. She 
told them her husband was a soldier, and 
that site had induced him to desert, and for 
this offense she was to be arrested on her 
arrival at Covington. Her pitiful story, 
with many tears, enlisted the sympathy of 
the lailies, and finally of the venerable Ken
tuckian himself. At that time the rear door 
of t he rear carf of an incoming train was 
always kept locked, when arriving at the 
depot.

Arrangement was made that, this door 
should not be locked on this occasion, 
When the train arrived Mr. Cooiuhs as
sisted Mrs. Longmead off the rear end of 
the car while the detectives watched .the 
ilutforms between the two care, anil Mrs. 

Coombs and her daughter came near being 
arrested. Mrs. L. having alighted, and 
seeing a hack standing near, ran to it, and 
jumping in, told tbe driver to carry her to 
Newport ferry as quickly as jiossible, which 
he did. There she alighted, paid him, and 
crossed over on the ferry, walking up the 
bank. She entered the Pendleton car, 
going east as far as Kemper lane. She 
walked up to the top of the hill. Here 
everything being quiet, she had time to 
pause aud reflect. Taking a survey of the 
country, and shaping her course, she at 
once set out and walked more than a dozen 
miles to her home, where she arrived before 
morning.

Mrs. Longmead told me that when her 
mother anil sister took passage on the 
steamer Glendale, tbe latter had important 
dispatches concealed in the barrel of a small 
Smith & Wesson pistol; but no sooner did 
she find that they would be arrested than 
she walked to the stateroom door, fired off 
the pistol, and then threw it into the river.

“What has become 
precious rebels ?” wo asked, for we 
come quite interested in the story. The 
doctor replied:

“As soon as the war closed they packed 
up bag and baggage and went to Virginia, 
wher^ 1 suppose, they are now living.”

of this family of 
had be

lt is probable that the darkest hour in 
the life of a womau is when she wakes on 
the moruing after the loss of Jier honor, and 
feels how empty is the future, and ho*w piti
ful is tbe price of her infamy. The past, 
with its jiossibilities of houest life, sell-re
spect, ami the esteem of others, is goue for
ever. Nothing is left bnt mere living on 
the wages of shame, which stick to the Au
gers and burn them like boiling pitch. A 
leper, when he first discovers the fatal 
whitening of his skin, is not more lota-ly. 
Into this moral prison-house Orange S. 
Winans entered on Saturday. He may try 
tq brazed out his foul misfortune, but he 
can not conceal front himself, his sense of 
the permanent worthlessness of the life he 
has stained and polluted. In all the alms
houses and penitentiaries of llie State there, 
exists to-day no creature so* needing, but 
beyond the pity of charitable hearts.—Arew 
York Tribune.

Here is a romantic episode in quiet and 
real life. A gentleman lived in Illinois, 
about twelve years ago, whose naino was 
Wairrington. His wif*̂  had a child, a girl, 
but he was absent from the birth, and was 
rightly served for such a remis-ness by find
ing at his return to bis home that the spirit 
of his wife had fled, as bad also his daugh
ter, who, lie thought, had lieen abducted 
by the nurse. Twelve rears passed, and 
the gentleman went to Kansas, but on liis 
way was in a small town near Chicago, 
where he saw a little girl who. in form and 
feature, closely resembled his wife. He 
questioned her, followed her home, and 
found that the person whom she supposed 
to be her mother was the old woman who 
had nursed ]iis wife during her last sick
ness. The lady manifested no desire to re
tain eustody of tbe child, aud the father 
took her with him to the far-off wilds where, 
undoubtedly, she will grow up like Rosalie, 
tke Prairie Flower.

A Boston dispatch of the eighteenth 
says:

A letter dated April 5, on board the 
United States steamer Worcester, then at 
Plymouth, with a cargo of provisions from 
this T»ort for the relief of the suffering 
French, reports that on the third day out 
from Boston, about thirty tubes of the 
boiler of tbe vessel burst and scalded seven 
persons, three dying within a few hours, 
and one lingering eight days. The other 
three recovered so as to resume their 
duties. The oause of the explosion will be 
investigated. There was plenty of water 
in the boiler at tbe time, and only twenty- 
nine pounds of steam on. The tubes hurst 
in tbe middle, which is an unusual thiug. 
The sea-going qualities of the Worcester 
.proved admirable.

This is an Omaha- dispatebfof the eight
eenth instant:

A few nights ago Daniel E. Hedder was 
found dead at a bouse of prostitution in 
this place, from tbe efteet of a pistol shot 
through the heart. From the evidence 
the coroner’s ‘ \  ____
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markable pertinacity sad eunahig they dia- 
plaw in carrying out the whims of their 
disordered minds. In their wild freaks 

’ evince a method la their 
lolnese that.

_____ _____________ it sane pet-
We give below a thrilling incident 

v |U  actually occurred as related, one of 
taP^arties to it uaving been a prominent 
American army surgeon:

When my regiment was disbanded, I bade 
adieu to my old comrades and to the army, 
aud commenced business in the flourishing
town of L------ . *

As I was starting for the supper-table, on 
the evening of the third day after my ar
rival, the door-bell rang violently, ana soon 
the hoy came in and said that a man wanted 
to see the doctor. The visitor was standing 
by the fire when I entered. He was a tall, 
powerful man—a perfect giant compared to 
my “live feet six, and his great and bushy 
black hair and whiskers were well fitted to 
the monstrous form. *

“If you are at liberty, doctor,” said he 
“please come with me. It is but a few steps, 
and you will not need a carriage.”

I put on my hat-and coat aud'followed
him. It was my first call in L----, and I
fondly hoped it was the fo erunner of many 
■others.

The man strode on ahead of me all tbe 
time, notwithstanding my endeavors to 
keep at his side, and spoke not a word, not 
even answering my questions.

Stopping before a substantial looking res 
idence in one of the principal streets, lie ap
plied the latch-key and let me into a 
pleasant little room on the ground floor (a 
study ! thought it), hung about with good 
paintings and elegant chromos, and lined 
with hooks of every description. .

“Take a seat, doctor,” said the man; “I 
will step out a moment. Take this scat by 
the fire; it's a bitter cold night.”

The chair was a great unweildy thing, 
but exceedingly comfortable. I threw my 
feet upon the tender and leaned back upon 
the cushion, well satisfied to warm myself 
a little beforrf seeing the patient.

I heard the man approach tbe door, which 
>r Where I sat, and heardwas directly back of

the door open and close agtin. I supposed 
he had gone ont, but did nnt look around 
to see. Indeed, I had no time, for ’a stout 
cord was thrown over my wrists and across 
my breast, and a handkerchief bound over 
my mouth so quickly that I could not pre
vent it.

When I was, perfectly secure, my con
ductor stopped in front of me and looked 
with much interest ht my vain attempts to 
free myself. «

“Good stout cord, isn’t it?” he asked. “It 
has never been broken, and many a stouter 
man than you has tried it. There, now, be 
quiet a while, find I will tell you what I 
want.”

He went to a cabinet that stood in tbe 
corner of the room, and taking a long knife 
from one of tbe drawers, ran his thumb 
pver the edge, and felt the point, all the 
while talking in the most commonplace 
manner imaginable.

“I have for years. studied the art ot 
guessing,” said he. “I can guess anything; 
that is my guessing chair that you are sit
ing in now; atid I take great pleasure in 
imparting my knowledge to others. This is 
what I want of you to-night. I did intend 
to make you guess that, but I have thought 
of something better.”

He had become • satisfied with the edge 
and point of his knite, and was pacing up 
and down the room, giving me a full his
tory of the world, iutt-rspersed with facts 
relative to tbe art of guessing, at which 
times he always stopped in front of me.

“Did you ix tr  study it, doctor?” he 
asked. “I ûoW you. liaifen’t. I am the 
only one that ever reduced it to a science. 
Since I left my noble veterans I have de
voted my whole time to it; and now I am 
about to initiate you into its mysteries, if 
you 8re worthy.”

He was standing before me, so very calm 
that I did not think lie intended to harm 
mq; but when I looked into his eyes, burn
ing with the fire of insanity, I lelt that my 
situation was desperate indeed.

“I must test you,” he said. “I must see 
whether you are naturally gifted or not 
before I waste much time with you. If I 
remove the handkerchief, will you answer 
my questions ?”

I nodded an affirmative, and he removed 
it.

“Now, my dear doctor, you are an entire 
stranger to me. Without doubt you have 
often heard of me, but it will be a Hard task 
to distinguish my uauie from all other great 
men of the time. You may guess it, doctor. 
What is it!”

He had brought his face so near to mine 
that I could feel his -hot breath, and I 
fancied I could feel the heat in those ter- 
rihle eyes. The long, keen blade he was 
holding over me—for what? To take my 
life if I failed.

“Guess! guess!” he screamed. “If you 
fail, it will be your last guess in this world.” 

I dared not cry out—the knife was too 
near. I could not escape, for the strong 
cords bound me to that chair I oould not 
lift; and I could lie there and lose my life. 
What could I do!
_ “It is a hard guess,” he said, “and I will 

give you three minutes to answer it.”
I summoned all my courage, which had 

never yet tailed me, even in tne awful hour 
of battle, and, looking him steadily in the 
eye, said : “I know you, sir; so where is 
the use of guessing ? I have seen you on 
the battle-field, marshalling your men to 
victory; I have seen yqu cut down a score 
of men with your own single arm. I have 
seen you put to flight a whole battalion. I 
know you*—everybody knows you; your 
name is in my mouth.”

■I remembered what he had said about 
leading his veterans, and had tried this 
harangue to divert his attention. I paused 
to mark the eftect.

“Yes, yes, doctor.gBut what is it?” he ex
claimed again. “Thirty seconds!”

Great heavens! What would I not have 
given for a clue to that madraau’s fancy! 
Thirty seconds, and liow Short a second is! 
The knife was raised higher that it might 
gain momentum by the distance. His body 
was'braced for the stroke, and his eye upon 
the mark.

Ten seconds more!” he cried. “What is 
it!”

There was only one hope for me, and that 
wo8 to guess. I felt that he considered him- 
self Home great man; as he had spoken of 
vetoranfe, some great military chieftain. I 
thought of our own heroes, and the names 
of many of them were upon my lips, but I 
dared not utter them. It was the greatest 
chance game that I had ever played—my 
life depended on the guessing of a name. I 
thought of all the European generals, but 
cast them aside again, and came back to 
our own side of the water.

“Two seconds!” screeched the lunatic.
_ Without a thought, almost without voli

tion, _ I spoke a name, breathing a prayer 
that it might be the right one: “Napoleon 
Bonaparte I”

“Right!” said the madman, throwing 
aside his knife, and undoing the cords that 
held me. “I was mistaken in you, doctor. 
You have true genius; this is your first les
son: come at this hour every evening, and I 
will teach you the beautiful art—the way to 
immortal fame.” *

As I arose from the choir, weak and 
trembling, the door opened softly and four 
strong men entered and secured the maniac.
I started for home, well pleased that I had 
got through with my first guessing lessqu, 
an 1 fervently hoping that I should never 
be call ed upon to take another.
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bodies of French in this ceastrr. 
Southern States are designated a* the- 
tion of the country ntost Hkely t*w ._ 
attractive to these Freaeh. ais pnsaMlg 
them a climate, a" soil, aad a pTirilluHhi 
familiar to them. Bnt it is mot merely am 
agricultural population wo waaat frees 
France. There are many branches of in
dustry pursued da that euumtry which have 
never been acclimated or introduced here.. 
There are bodies of skilled laborers, 
and women who cunningly execute

‘ItiUllQJ*that American meet

ere is good reason why these people
sought to emulate.

Thi
should be brought here and set to werl . 
French have alway s hod a habit of colonis
ing rather than of emigrating. They natu
rally go in groups, and this renders tt easy 
to bring them ont in the luge bodies ntrta  
so ry to set up and proeeente snceeaafol 
manufactures. They are au industrious, 
temperate, peaceful people, good eitfresa 
and good neighbors, and of a gay and vola
tile character, well - calculated to enliven 
and irradiate the gloom and positiveaeas af 
our general American business sad noeial 
tone. For out of our English blood, tho 
peculiarity noticed by Fridsaut has not yet 
disappeared, and we even now take our 
amusements and our holiday ŝadly,

One mistake is made in regard to French 
immigration. It is argued teat it naturally 
follows the isothermal lines, and hence Rill 
seek the milder climates of our countryman 
if all France was vine-growing and sonny. 
The dreadful results ol freezing weather u  
the armies on French soil this winter post 
tell us of something like Arctic cold. The 
present French colonies are very largely in 
equatorial or tropical regions, and many of 
them where only Frenchmen con live. 
Their North American eolony is oft the 
coast of Newfoundland, in the path of the 
old line of French settlement. It was to 
the northern part of this country, and not 
to the southern that the Frcncn tended. 
They poured in at the St. Lawrence, and 
followed its long, upward course to its very 
sources, planting posts and colonies every
where. They crossed over Illinois to the 
Mississippi, and set their batmen up all 
along the great valley.

The Far West has a river and town no
menclature as characteristically French as 
that of France itself. When the colony of 
Acadia was broken up and sOUttered many 
wandered' to far away Orleans, and ex
changed the fogs of the Grand Bank for tho 
palms of the gulf. Tbe French settled in . 
groups in South Carolina, on Staten friend, 
at Newport, and wherever they made o 
home there they have left honored names 
and have been followed by descendants 
who are unsurpassed by any other efemnts 
of our population. Canada has' been their 

foothold—agreat

of
social, political' 
two centuries

and there, to-day, number- 
proportion ot the population 
' '' they rotate'

ing a largi
the lower province,

and religions tfstam
old, and on which tho

cated. But in losing the impulses-of our 
civilization, they have escaped its viees. 
Wherever on this continent the French ac
quired a foothold, they now*retain an inter
est in it, and thus they show a tenacity and 
vitality equal to that of any other euM of
colonists. 'They cun live anywhere, mid 
they can do any kind of work. Franco in 
filled with a population familiarised to
microscopic industries; its people have also- 
shown a capacity for the most stupendous- 
engineering anu architectural enterprises.

organizations, pr _,
State, now competing for new comers to tho 
United States.

eopimittodi 
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The New York Mail says:
Society is becoming literary in its ten

dency. Many of its younger members, es
pecially ladies,. have of late been writing 
stories, poems, sketches, essays—goodness 
knows slat. Girls greet each other with 
Oh, Nelly, just see my poem!” or, “How is 

your novel getting on I” 8omc have even 
attempted to write American drama, en
couraged thereto by Witnessing. the style of 
thing which is now a-days successful in that 
line. _ ____ __

Mr. Wiljiam Pooler, of Elmira, New York,has groat expectations, and this is the wav
SLw 3 * ^ * —

Terrible Hail Storm. •
This is a dispatch to the Memphis Am;
Z anesville, Ohio, April 19.—One of tee- 

heaviest hail, thunder and rain storms that 
ever visited this city occurred about throe 
o’clock this evening, lasting about fifteen 
minutes. The hail remained on the groand 
about half an hour afterward, and drifted 
in many places to the depth of two inches, 
many of the stoneq̂ ieing as large aa hickory 
nuts, and great fears are felt for the safety 
of the fruit crops in the sections over whicn- 
the storm passed.

Yesterday George Morewell, employed on 
the erection of a blasting furnace now being 
built here by the Ohio Iron Company, feu 
a distance of thirty feet, and lodged be
tween some very heavy timbers in sneh a 
position that an iron raner, weighing heady 
a ton, fell at the same time, but aid not 
touch him. He was scarcely hurt, and he in 
now in a fair way of recovery.

Major Nathaniel McLean, one of the early 
settlers and a respected citizen of St Paul. 
Minnesota, died on the eleventh instant 
He was a native of New Jersey, where be- 
Was born in May, 1787, and was a brother 
of Justice John McLean, of the United 
States Supreme Court. He was elected

gresident of the Old Settlers’ Association te 
t. Paul twenty years after going there, 
and, in accepting the office, said that he had 

seen, when a child, tbe State of OUo settled 
up from a frontier region of a few thousand 
people to a great empire *of 2,000.000. And 
at the age of sixty years, an age when few 
men wonld venture to become a piofleer, 
and in feeble health, he came to Minnesota. 
It then contained only a handfull ofpasplc, 
and about a dozen of settlements. TImm bo- 
had been a pioneer of two large States.

A large proportion of the.British MSS* 
belong to the junior branches of their re- . 
spectivc families, the parent stoc .. 
been left far behind in tbe race for wi 
and position by some talented eadet of tho 
family. A signal instance of this is fir- 
nished by the new peer, Lord Dolling and 
Bulwer,. and bis brother, Lord Lytton. 
While their eldest brother remainsd'all his 
life a plain country squire they pushed 
their way to rank and honors. Lord Sand
hurst, the other addition to the upper honfls, 
is a fourth son.

In charging the Grand Jury at Charles
ton, South Carolina, a few days agoy Judge- 
Bond said: “The moment you let people un
derstand that there can be no trifling with 
the laws of tho United States, ahd teat ita 
revenue laws, however trifling in their esti
mation, are sacred and must not be vio
lated, you aud I will do our duty, and will 
accomplish what we ought to accomplish in 
putting down some of the greater violations 
in this .State, and which, if we do not begin 
to suppress, will be an everlasting Mot on 
the cLaraetor of this State.”

There was a very light vote in Florida at 
the recent election on the proposed consti
tutional amendment#. In Leon eonnfty.te 
which is Tallahassee, the oapiialTtosra 
were only 580 votes cast, ont of a total 
registration of over 4000; bnt not a 
vote was cast there against the mmm 
ments. In Jacksonville there worn SOB 
votes for the amendments, and 334 — 
them. Probably the five amendments were 
adopted, but sufficient returns have not vet 
been received to decide tho matter. ***

Says the Bay 8t Louis Ooxette;
The herds of cattle roaming over tho ex- 

tentive plains west of Bay St Louis am 
commencing to learn the danger of prom
enading on the railroad track when the 
locomotive is coming. When, tlio trains' 
first commenced to run a great many 
wew killed, bnt lately they are a Uttw maim 
■hv <u the iron horse, and beep at a impost 
nu distance. We learn that the eompaa v 
intend to fence in their whole line bfftn

■ ■ ■ Mun i—  i
----  The society has regular
is conducted in many respects I
Templars. \


